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And by strange leave of chance authority

Reign or not reign ; but all concerns me not;

Rule as you may, be lord of that you can,

I can contend not with your lords or you,

Their master-servant    Pardon me; J am weak,

A feeble simple woman, without stay,

And witless of your worth; yet I might fear

Their policies were no good friends of yours,

Could we see all; men's hearts are manifold,

Not made of glass like women's such as mine,

At once transpicuous and perceptible

To eyes like yours that look their faults through : yet

Perchance you see more faults than lie there, spots

That are not natural to us; or make too much

Of our light thoughts and weakness; yet, your pardon:

You have reason in it, being more wise than we

And stronger in your regency of soul;

It may be you do well to bear me hard,

And I do ill who think to counsel you;

'Tis no great matter; for in no great while

My weakness will be medicine to itself

And end as I do: no default of mine

But must by dying be curable; and God knows

I little think to live.

Darnley.                Why, have no fear;

You see I stand 'tyrixt you and all such threat.

Queen.    Nay, I see not; but though you be my

friend,

How far soever you stand out for me,
There is one threat that no man's help in the world